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Larger than Life 


Author's Notes: 

I'm aware of the fact that Nine Inch Mails is nowhere near as mega huge as GNR, but hopefully some of you 
will know who the hell I'm talking about. lve never written Trent Reznor before, no clue if | even can. But | 
always love challenging myself. Nine Inch Nails got me through the confusing, angsty, rebellious teenage years. | 
was always captivated by the lyrics hr wrote. Most people couldn't get past the strange music. 

But Trent wrote things no one else did back then.anger, pain, suicidal thoughts, self degradation, screaming at 
your creator, and just what a loser you are. Negativity at its finest. And he made it cool to be a Gothiel This 
made my own personal style in school popular. One day l'm a freak in a dog collar and black lipstick, the next, 


its everywhere.. Or at least it was in my country. 


Larger thon Life 
Izzy's POV 1995 


I'd survived life in Guns N Roses. | survived a solo world tour. I'd lived through overdoses and addiction | finally 


realized that life was far too short. | couldn't go the rest of my natural born life following Axl around like a 


puppy. Breaking away from him was the hardest thing I've ever had to do. But | survived it. 


They used to joke around and tell me | dressed like a gypsy, well now | lived as one as well. | spent my time 
traveling to all the amazing places | had been to without enjoying. In GNR | never had time to check out much. 
Or | was too worried about getting loaded. So I'm make up for lost time while | still can. | had enough money to 


live comfortably for the rest of my life if | spent wisely. 


I'm in New Orleans at the present. February, Mardi Gras time. It was something | had always wanted to do, but 
the aforementioned reasons had kept me from it. But alas, here | am. Bourbon St. Beads fly down from 
balconies as girls flash their tits. This is so much cheaper than strip clubs. Everyone seems shitfaced Maybe 


this wasn't the wisest place for a recovering junkie. 


My long black hair, my dreads, my gypsy clothes, all of it was in my past. These days | looked just like a 
normal guy. | wrote jeans most days with just a plain T-shirt. My hair was the expected length of any working 
class 32 year old, short and tame. | never wore my earrings or nose ring anymore, but the holes stayed to 


constantly remind me of a past | fought to run away from. 


| guess | had partially succeeded. | just managed to walk down Bourbon St, through thousands of people and no 


one recognized me. Maybe outrunning my past wasn't completely impossible. 


My feet drag along. | walk until the sounds of Bourbon St die out. | walk in the darkness enjoying the weather. It 
was maybe 50 degrees. But in the South that could change in 5 minutes. New Orleans sat IO feet below sea 
level. You didn't have normal grave yards here. Every grave was just a concrete box on the ground. Apparently 
bodies surface if they get buried in the traditional way. As | walk past a cemetery | smile and think about all 
the virgins who probably get deflowered between graves. It would be the perfect place for getting high too. 


My feet keep me moving forward into the unknown. | walk through beautiful, yet cryptic looking mansions. Just 
ahead of me a crowd of kids come into view. Each is black clad, combat boots, dyed black hair, piercings, and 


powder white faces. This was the new trend for kids now days. Gothic. 


They all seem to crowd around the gates to a house. It has no lights on but they watch in anticipation like 
they expect them to turn on at any second. | glance to the other side of the street. Underneath a huge Oak 
stands a lone figure. He too wears only black. His hair, black, comes down just past his shoulders. From here | 


can't help but notice the way his skin glows in the moon light. 


He seems to see me looking at him. He quickly drops his head so that | can't see him, but | already have. And | 
knew who he was. He disappears behind the tree. He was hiding. And | understood exactly why. 


His name was Trent Reznor. He had spread through America like wild fire, practically overnight. Rock music had 
taken a back shelf in popular culture. Now rap and techno were growing. This guy was a one mam band. He 
called himself Nine Inch Nails. And when | say a one man band, | mean just that. He was a very talented multi- 
instrumentalist. He was also a producer. And probably most importantly, had a very unique voice and musical 


style. For the most part it was electronic. Yet he still incorporated all your traditional instruments. His voice 


took you deeper into his feelings than any other singer I've ever heard, Axl included. He screamed, he purred, 
he whispered, he let his voice crack and sound just as desperate and broken as his songs. | can't help but envy 
him a bit for finding a way to do it all alone. He didn't have to deal with a temperamental front man or drug 
addled band mates. | bet Axl would love to be just like this guy. He used to wear a Nine Inch Nails T-shirt 
onstage, before anyone had heard of it. | remember Axl listening to it. The music was so layered there was no 
way you could ever decipher all of it. Essentially it was noise arranged in a musical pattern. | remember the 
words, ‘head like a hole, black as your soul, I'd rather die than give you control. Funny how that song always 
makes me think of Axl. Then five songs later the tables turn, the cold harsh electronic maze turns into a 


beautiful sad piano melody and a soft whispering voice. 


"I still recall the taste of your tears, 

Echoing your voice just like the ringing in my ears. 

My favorite dreams of you still wash ashore, 

Scraping through my head til | don't want to sleep anymore." 


But the way he delivered the words have me goosebumps. It took me into his head space. | felt the 
hopelessness and pain in his words. It was dad and beautiful. ‘I just want something | can never have’. Yeah, | 
could relate. 

When Appetite was released we were like the first band to casually throw in curse words. We were the reason 
the parental advisory sticker was stuck on everything now. Thank you Tipper Vote and C. Delores Tucker, if 
they only knew what a great marketing device that sticker turned out to be. But almost a decade has passed. 
Censorship has relaxed from its earlier stages. This guy sings a song that's chorus says ‘| want to fuck you 
like an animal and they play that shit on the radio without even substituting the word. It simply goes silent a 
second when its supposed to say fuck How that song got to the radio | will never fucking know. 

| don't know why | cross the street. | don't know why | sit on a bench under the same tree he hides behind. 
Maybe | feel empathetic. | get the feeling he lives in the house surrounded by the Gothic, white faced kids. 
Poor guy probably just wants to go home. 

| dit on the bench and softly clear my throat. "Your house?" 

But it's dead silent. 

"Don't worry, they'll get bored and go home as soon as the alcohol starts wearing off 

"They never leave now," a soft but deep voice says from the shadows. 

| look over my shoulder but he's still hidden. 

"Don't you have security when you go out?" | ask the body hidden in the darkness. 


"Never needed to before." 


"Welcome to show business,’ | huff and light myself a cigarette. "You can come out. l'm not one of your fans 


trying to get autographs or anything. This bench is out of the street lights, they won't see you." 


Then the shadow starts to move away from the tree. He cautiously approaches. He's short in stature, maybe 


5b". He's skinny and as pale as a heroin addict. His eyes glitter from mine and to the ground. 
"What do you know about it?" He asks me. 

"Far more than I'd like to," | shrug and drag from my cigarette. 

"You um.in the business?" 

"| was," | nod, "gave it up." 

‘I'm Trent," he says quietly and extends his hand in my direction. 

"Izzy," | smile. 

‘Izzy? As in." 

"Yeah, that Izzy," | sigh. 

"Um..why are you...” 

"Mardi Gras," | answer his unfinished sentence. "Was on the bucket list." 


He nods and slowly sits on the bench next to me with a sigh. "They'll be there all night," he states at the 


crowd at his front gate. 


‘lm staying at a hotel not too gar from here. We can call a cab. You can hide out there until morning. | 
assume they all get sick in the daylight or burst into flames or something," | joke at the he vampiristic 
appearance of his Gothic fans. 


He softly chuckles. "If only | could be so lucky." He pulls a cell phone from his pocket and calls up a cab 
company. I've yet to get one of those cell phone things. Personally, | like being unreachable. When he gets off 
the phone | notice him pouring a bit of white powder onto the side of his fist. Coke head huh? He politely 


offers me a bump. 


"No thank you," | politely smile and look away as he does more. For a moment | question my own resolve. But 


inevitably, | crawl into a cab next to him. 


On the ride we are silent. | can't help but notice how most of his features are similar to mine, long angular 


face, anotexically skinny, and he doesn't talk much. We have to even be close to the same age. Even though 
this is all insanely awkward.! still have that feeling of pure empathy. | have no clue what this night will hold, 


but at least | don't be all alone for a change. 


Always the Quite Ones 


Author's Notes: 
This took a long time to get out. Its weird writing someone besides Nikki or Izzy.. 


Always the Quite Ones 

Izzy's POV 

| watched as he walked down the hallway to my room. His toes pointed inwards when he took a step. His heavy 
combat boots seemed to drag the ground. He walks with his head down, just seeming to see no further than 
three feet in front of him. His whole body sags, but its not a tired sag, it was different. He never looks up to 
see where we're going or what room | might stop at. Its like he already knows. 

My eyes can't help but notice the way his hips move as he lazily drags himself along. He had a picturesque 
ass, so tight that you could see the cheeks shifting with every stretch. He reaches out and runs his hand 
down the wall. His brows furrow slightly for a moment then return to normal. 


"You OK?" | can't help but ask out of reflex. Years of training from Axl | suppose. 


His eyes never move from the floor. "Super," he says softly with a detachment | knew well. He wasn't just 
super. Maybe he thinks l'm hitting on him. | wasn't. It hadn't even crossed my mind. Though he is attractive. 


| open up my room. He stops behind me and rakes his hand through his hair. He folds his arms around himself 
and walks in, head down. He doesn’t even curiously look around. He just walks in and sort of stands in the middle 
of the room a moment. Then his eyes flicker to the mini bar. 


"You want a drink?" | ask. 


He simply crosses to the bar and grabs tequila. "Can | get you anything while I'm here?" He softly asks with 
his back to me. 


"Ah, no. don't drink.well not anymore." 
He glances at me over his shoulder, "Where are you from?" 


"Indiana," | answer with a sigh as | sit at the other end of the bed. 


"Pennsylvania," he says as he takes a drink. | thought their had been something strangely home like to the way 
he talked. 


"Let me guess," | smirk, corn fields and smoking pot?" 
He smiles shyly, "Yeah, something like that." 


Silence fills the air for a time as he just sips tequila and stares at my floor. "You always this quite?" | ask 


eventually. 
‘Sorry.| was raised as an only child, never anyone around to talk to..old habits | guess," he shrugs. 
"No its cool. l'm just sort of used to being the quietest person in a room.." | chuckle to myself. 


"Me too," he nods. He rests his hips against the bar and crosses his ankles. He brings the tequila to his lips 
again as his eyes look into mine. His eyes, even dilated by coke, | could tell were almost the same exact color 
as mine. He casually sits the bottle down on the bar. He pushes his weight off the bar and slowly inches closer 
to me on the bed. His face hold no form of an expression. He reaches out and grasps at my scarf. He gives it 
a gentle tug and slides it very slowly off my neck His eyes meet with mine again. "We can talk without words," 


his deep voice whispers as he leans down and takes my lips captive. 


The initial impact brings me to my feet, but with him standing over me | only end up sliding up further onto 
the bed. In about a split second | find myself on my back and him straddled across me kissing me quite 
expertly. My hands find their way into his hair. It was so fucking soft. | can't help but moan into his mouth. | 


can feel him smile. 


He sits up with his hands pressed down on my chest. He rolls his pelvis into mine and smirks down at me. "Am 


| saying enough now?" 


At this point I'm only capable of a fucking pant and a nod. It had been a long time since l'd been with a guy..not 
since Axl. | watch as he picks my scarf up again. He takes one of my arms and stretches it up above my head. 
"Trust me?" He asks me as he ties one end around my wrist. Right about now l'm so horny I'll go along with 
just about anything. So | nod. Then | find myself tied to the headboard. He pushes my shirt up my chest and 
begins kissing my chest as his body slides down mine. Every move he made couldn't help but make me think 


about fucking Prince of all people. Like every move was sex. 


| feel his hands working my pants down off my hips. | raise my head and watch as he sits back on top of me 
and slowly removes his shirt. Fuck me. | can't recall ever being so turned on | feel his Hans on my dick. He 


smiles at how fucking hard | am already. He slides off my waist long enough to cast off his own leather pants. 
He crawls back up my body as his lips trail my skin. | think | fucking growl. My eyes close as he takes my lips 
again. | get wrapped up. Lost. Encompassed. So much so that when | felt his warmth sliding down my shaft my 


head pops up in surprise. 


"Its OK," he whispers in my ear, "just go with it" 


And that's just what the fuck | did. Trent moved in ways that..well.reminded me of myself. So this is what it's 
like for somebody to fuck me huh? Damn, wish | knew | was so good years ago. | could have used it to my 


advantage somehow. 


Trent stops moving and his eyes peer into mine for a second. "Don't stop," | whisper. 


Sanctified 


Author's Notes: 
| hate unfinished stories. 
Sanctified 


Trent's POV 


Izzy looked so fucking good tied to the bed. His body was perfect. He was built like me only taller. What | like 
the most is that he's quite. So am |. | like a person who realizes actions are louder than words. So | crawl up 


his body and straddle his thighs. 
"Do you want me?" | whisper. 
"Yes," he writhes. 


By the bed are candles. | reach over and grab one. Then | grab Izzy's lighter and light one. | tilt it sideways 
over his stomach and let the hot wax drip down on him. He draws in a his and his eyes roll back. | trail the 
wax up and down his body, leaving only his dick untouched. His skin turns red from the searing heat of the 
wax. | smile down at him and blow out the candle. | toss it away and lean down and kiss him. My hand reaches 


back and grabs his dick. | smear his precum on my ass. 

"You sure you want me?" 

"Fuck yes," he moans. 

| slowly push my ass down on him and take in every inch of him. 

"Fuck you're so tight," he groans as he rolls his hips. 

"| don't do it this way much," | tell him as | place my hands on his waxed chest and slowly raise myself up, 
then back down again. He felt really good. Usually | only let a guy fuck me when l'm twisted on multiple 
substances. But tonight | was feeling extra lonely. And like | day in the song, 'I hurt myself today, to see if | 
still feel. | needed to feel something. It's gets terrifying when you feel nothing. | didn't trust feeling numb. 
I've always been unhappy | guess. That part of my brain just doesn't seem to work right. | smile for other 


people's benefit, to make them comfortable. But me, I'm never comfortable and | look for comfort anywhere | 


can find it. 'm starting to think it can't exist for me. That's a real lonely feeling. 


| feel all alone in a world that just wants to drag me down. No friend is ever a real friend. They all stab you in 
the back for their pound of silver and gold Even family means nothing. Relationships are all built on lies. 
There's nothing honorable, honest, true, or that has integrity. And I've tried to cast my rage on all of it and 
point the finger of blame. But nothing makes any difference be a use nothing matters in this world of shit. 


Sex was no different than a drug. It got you high, the high goes away and you need more. But sex released the 
tension that drugs couldn't. Befote | became this mega huge entity that I've become sex wasn't so easy to 
come by. But the minute | poured corn starch all over myself and put on fishnets and leather gloves to my 


biceps, everyone in sight wanted me. 


Like myself, my music is anything but happy. | attract a strange following. Mostly itd people in black lipstick, 
white faces, body piercings, black hair, and wearing dog collars. But there's also the sad and lonely depressed 
kids that no one pays attention to. Its them that send me the most heart wrenching poems and stories of 
despair. I've be one some poster boy for depression. That wasn't my intent. | never thought people would react 
this way. That WAS something | think Izzy understood. He quit with his band at the top. They say he's stupid 
and crazy for doing it. But | get it. 


"God you feel so good," Izzy purrs. 

| reach my hand down and stroke my own cock and move along his faster. And it all feels so fucking good. Izzy 
knows how to thrust gently when moving beneath me. He moved quite gracefully. Funny, he never moved on 
stage. 

‘lm gonna cum," he squeaks as his eyes press shut. 

His body goes rigid. | wrap my hand around my cock tighter and thrust along it hard as his dick throbs in my 


ass. Hot streams of milky white go across his chest and stomach and mix in with all the wax. Fuck me | think 


my vision just went blurry. 


Misplaced 
Misplaced 
Izzy's POV 


And | slept. | slept more soundly than | had in a long long time. Not since childhood probably. Nothing wakes me 
really. No noise startles me. No dream makes me stir. | don't have the need to piss. The room is bright, but 
the light didn't wake me. | draw in my breath and roll over. My arm goes across an empty cold bed. | lift my 
head just a tiny bit wondering if last night had just been a dream. But sitting on the floor in the corner is the 
black clad leather hero who rocked my world the night before. 


He's just staring at me sort of blankly. But | sense the perception of depth to his thoughts. He studies me 
curiously. He somehow came off as a bit sad. His eyes seemed to hold a pain | had never seen before. His 
thoughts ran deeper than most, | could tell. | blink, but he doesn't. He just continues to motionlessly watch me 


in the bed. 


a href="http://slb 1] photobucket.com/user/meninama_album/media/trent%20reznor/3 1892513 jpg.html" 


target="_blank"> 


"Morning," | groan and rub my eyes, "I didn't expect you to still be here." 


‘| like watching you sleep. Its peaceful," he says softly. The glow of the morning light outside somehow made 


him appear even more pale thasnhe had in moonlight. "I can leave if." 


"No," | smile and scrounge for a cigarette. "I usually wake up to my dog staring me in the face so.this is sort 


of my turf | guess.” 

He slightly smirks, but the lighthearted moment is quickly replace with sadness again. "I lost my dog a few 
months ago. Golden Retriever, | called her Maise. | was on stage when it happened. Somebody was playing fetch 
with her, she jumped off a balcony after the ball and..and..” 

‘lm sorry," | softly say feeling like shit for making him thing of his dearly departed dog. 


"Life on the road like that was no place for a dog anyway," he shrugs. "It was rather selfish on my part. She 


was there because | have no life or any friends | trust. She was all | really had, you know? " 
"Man, I'm really sorry if | upset you..” 


"No, not at all," he says quietly and looks down, "I like remembering her. As long as | remember her its sort of 
like she's still with me." 


"But you seem depressed now," | nervously point out and drag from my cigarette. 

He faintly cracks another smile, "Believe it or not, this is me happy. 

| just look at him with creased eyebrows. "You're not like..bipolar or anything are you?" | ask skeptically. 
"No, my poles pretty much stay like this. l'm just not the happiest camper in the campground," he explains. 
"Well you seemed pretty content last night," | shyly say and try to hide my blushing. 

"Well, a good fuck tends to cheer me up," he shyly smiles back. 


| sit up a little more. | glance down and notice there's still wax clinging to my skin. "Um.do you need a little 


morning cheer?" 
He genuinely smiles at me, "I'd love to, but I've got to go." He pushes himself off the floor. "I have some 
amazing ideas | have to get down before | forget them. | have a studio on Magazine St." He stares down at the 


floor a moment. He runs his hand over his neck. "Say, are you busy today?" 


"I have no job, of course I'm not busy," | huff and extinguish my cigarette. 


"Well | could actually use your help," he shyly says staring away from me. "I'm a limited guitarist, all | really 


know is bar chords. | really would appreciate a real guitarists expertise." 
| smirk and slightly laugh, "I'm not Slash." 


"| know," he nods, "but | have an ear for music, | hear what you play. You're really good,” he nods again and 


gives me a brief glance. 
"Thanks," | day like its the first compliment anyone has ever given me. 


"So.it's cool with me if you prefer staying naked and all but its gonna be awfully hard to get you out of this 


hotel without causing a scene." 
| nod, "I'll get dressed then" 


"ll wait," he days and makes his way to the mini bar. He picks up the Tequila and gives it a good chug. He 
keeps his back to me as | peel away flaking wac and slither back into my clothes. By the time I'm done the 
bottle in his hand is too and he's laying out a rail of coke. He inhales two huge lines and glances at me over his 


shoulder. "Ready when you are." 


Envious 


Envious 
Trent's POV 


We walked down the street to my studio. | got hounded a few times for autograph's. Izzy was recognized but 

he denied being him. | couldn't do that. | guess Izzy just wasn't fond of fame. | mean, who the fuck walks away 
at the top? | myself, I've been at this shit I2 years and finally, I'm getting somewhere. But you know what. | m 
starting to find frustrations with it. This business is so dog eat dog and all about money. Money you make for 
some other asshole. It's supposed to be about the music and the fans. 


| look over at Izzy. He takes in everything. He's so observant. He doesn't say a lot with, which suits me fine. I'm 
not a big conversationalist either. Last night had surprised me. | had planned on spending my night hiding behind 
a tree watching my house. Meeting Izzy turned out to be much more interesting. He was a good fuck. I'm not 
sure if he picked me up for sex or not, but he took it when offered. | wouldn't have figured he would. | 


thought he was straight. But obviously not. 


We reach the door and | unlock it. We go in and | flip on the lights. Izzy's eyes go wide. He's noticing my weird 
paint job. It looks like the walls are blood splattered 


"Uh..you kill people in here or something?" He asks. 

| chuckle. "Just the assholes." 

He continued to look around. "Why do you have a front door on the wall?" 

"Oh, its the front door of the Tate house from the Manson murders. | took it when | moved out. They were 
tearing it down so | figured nobody would miss it. It's a piece of history that would have been lost. That door 


once had Sharon Rates blood spelling the word pigs on it." 


Izzy just nods as he stares at it. | lead him to the studio. "Got enough electronics? Like.where's the 


instruments?" He asks. 

‘Oh, yeah, | guess this is really different from what you're used to. | make everything myself, most of it is 
synths and computers. | run them through distortions and stuff. Takes a lot of equipment. And | use a drum 
machine because thats the only thing | can't play. | only play with a band live." 


He sits on the couch and opens up his guitar case. "All | have is my acoustic, that OK?" 


"Sure, I'm going to be ruming it through distortions and looks and reverse and shit anyway. | have an electric 


if we need." 


"So do you have any sheet music for me? What do | play?" He looks up at me. 


"| don't work like that. Um..it's hard to explain. See | just take noisees and turn them into patterns and musical 


rhythms," | attempt to explain. 
"Sooo, what do | play?" He shrugs. 


"Whatever you like. Play a song. Play a riff. Play noise. It honestly doesn't matter, | just take what | need and 
play around with it." 


He stares down at his guitar and nods. | go over behind the control panel and flip on the record. | nod at him to 
start. His hands strum across the guitar once to check the tune. He then places his fingers on the frets and 
starts playing this really soft melody. It was simple and kinda pretty. But ten times better than anything I'd be 
able to play. I've never used an acoustic in my recordings before either, might be interesting. | could run it 
through all sorts of distortions. As | stood there and listened he switched to something else. This was more 
fast paced and sounded cool as shit. When he paused | had to ask him what it was. 

He smiles up at me, "you said you reverse shit, right?" 

"Yeah?" 

"That was Pretty Tied Up in reverse." 


My eyebrows dart up. "You can fucking play it backwards?" 


"I wrote it, | can play it forwards and backwards," he shrugs modestly and looks back down at his guitar and 
continues playing random things 


| stand there in total awe. How the fuck did he do that so easy? Sure | can play my piano to hurt backwards, 
but | got fucked up for a week to do it, and had to write it down and practice it. Then | never used the shit 
for anything. Guess | was just being high. But Izzy did that shit on spot. Wow, he's gifted. | stand and watch 
him through every strum. He stares sadly at his guitar. He looks at it like.like it hurt. Hurt to play? Hurt not 
to play? | don't know what it was, but something was on his mind. 

"What are you thinking about, right now?" | have to ask. 

He stops and looks up at me. "What?" 


"Just then, what were you thinking about? While you were playing just now?" 


"| don't know, the next note, what to play..why?" He shrugs. 


| glance down. It was sadness and longing | had seen. It was like missing..Ah.that's it. "Do you miss it?" | ask him. 


He sighs and leans back into the couch and twiddles his pick in his fingers. "I miss alot of it, yeah. But the bad 
just outweighed the good. | just couldn't keep doing it. | mean, | love music, | need it. This stupid guitar will be in 
my hands until the day | die. But maybe that should just be enough. | was blown away to see fans, you know all 
those people that show up to hear songs you wrote. | miss the perks. | miss the guys. But | don't miss the 
hassles, dope, overdoses, egos, the business end.l had to stop. It was too hard to sit there, sober and always 
fucking exhausted, depressed..and watching everyone around me..they're killing themselves and | know that | 
can't stop them. And the shit they do.how they act..When your fucked up you don't notice, you know, you're 
on the same level, shit seems funny or it rolls off your back or never really registers. Sober..sober is 
different. There were so many times | slipped because | just wanted to fit in again. But when the high wore off 


| felt bad for using and | see shit clearly again, then back to square one again" 


| listened. | listened to every word and it made so much sense. | understand completely what he meant. | mean, 
l'm not sober and god knows when | was last, but from his words | understand. It must have been a very hard 
decision to leave. He loved what he did. He loved his band. But he wanted to be sober more. Wow. This 


motherfucker has one strong will 


Curbing The Appetite 


Author's Notes: 
Hope somebody is still reading this. 


Curbing The Appetite 
Izzy's POV 


| wasn't playing for long when | noticed Trent laying out coke on the mixer board. He reminds me of Duff. He 
drinks too much and uses it to level himself out, only to drink more. | d spent years away from this shit. | 
avoided it. It was much harder in the beginning when | first got sober, seeing it made me want to get high. But 


as time has passed it doesn't too much cross my mind. 


However, | would really rather not subject myself to this. | gave up this lifestyle. Memory lane had never been 
my favorite Street to walk down. But this is his studio, what right do | have to ask him not to do shit in his 


own place. It would not only be rude, but make me look square and uncool. For now just try to ignore it. 


Trent catches my eyes on him when he raises his head from the mixer board. He looks guilty for a moment 


as his mouth opens and his eyes drop down to the blow. "I'm sorry, | should have went to the bathroom." 


Bathrooms. God knows | had spent my fair amount of time in those. ‘Going for a piss' was always just code 
word for going to shoot up. 


"Il mix it in some coffee, would that be less offensive to you?" Trent asks politely and | nod. 


But sometimes not everything out of sight is out of mind. So | play a while longer. | notice Trent getting more 
and more wired as | go. Eventually | watch a melancholy look come to his face. He goes over to a piano. He sits 
down on the bench. He adjusts the microphone in front of him and slides on a pair of headphones. He starts to 
play a strange assortment of keys, defiantly not something that the average person would play. 


_ 
Protect more of your’ _~ories for less! 
By its own rights it was beautiful, simple and beautiful. He motioned to me to continue the same rhythem i 


was playing. And then came his voice in the softest tone, almost a whisper. Nowhere close to Axl's most 


tender note. And the pain in his words whas 100% believable. | focus on his words 


"See the animal in his cage that you built 

Are you sure what side you're on? 

Better not look him too closely in the eye 

Are you sure what side of the glass you are on? 
See the safety of the life you have built 
Everything where it belongs 

Feel the hollowness inside of your heart 

And it's all 

Right where it belongs 


What if everything around you 

Isn't quite as it seems? 

What if all the world you think you know 

Is an elaborate dream? 

And if you look at your reflection 

Is it all you want it to be? 

What if you could look right through the cracks? 
Would you find yourself" And then his voice belted out, 


"Find yourself afraid to see? 


What if all the world's inside of your head 
Just creations of your own? 


Your devils and your gods 


All the living and the dead 


And you're really all alone? 

You can live in this illusion 

You can choose to believe 

You keep looking but you can't find the woods 
While you're hiding in the trees 


What if everything around you 

Isn't quite as it seems? 

What if all the world you used to know 

Is an elaborate dream? 

And if you look at your reflection 

Is it all you want it to be? 

What if you could look right through the cracks 

Would you find yourself" And his playing progresses as he holds out the final line, 
Find yourself afraid to see?" 


| was in awe. Never had | related to a song someone else wrote. It's like | had written it myself about me. Had 


Trent written it for himself? Or was it for me? I'm so taken a back that | have to sit my guitar down. 


“Trent..that was..there's no words. It fucking really meant something. You really know how to force people to 


look into their own heads." 

"Egh, | don't look far past my own," he shrugs and takes the headphones off. He returns to the mixer board 
and hits the play back. | hear myself and his soft whisperings. "Now let's have some fun with this," he smiles 
up at me, "Let's see if | can teach an old dog new tricks." 

"Three years is hardly anything to brag about," | snort. 


"But you're old school with a band and compiling ideas, let me show you the wave of the future my friend” 


Wave of the future huh? Guess we'll see if he's right. He got famous for some reason, right? 


